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| (l.) 
E facred Powers ! that inſpire 


The breaſts of happy Bards with vocal fire, 
Do not ye ſacred Powers! diſdain 
The meaneſt of your Train. 

Ye who the ſweet Dircean Swan did upward bear , _— 
Methinks I ſee him now, ——methinks he there, 
Sails o're the boſom of the liquid Air, 

See with what ſweet conſent his wings do play, 
How evenly they cut his noble way, 

How he the diſtant Earth ſurveys on every ſide ; 

And wonders at himſelf with decent pride. 
How ſwift bleſt Swan thy Wings do move ; 
Swifter than Light, than Death, than Love; 
Nor may thy reaſon call in vain, 

How ſwift bleſt Swan thou'rt here again ; 


A! While 


i "i yo» 
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(2) 
While we Plebeians of the Air 
Do wonder from afar, 
Do wonder thus to ſee thee ſoar, 
Where winds could never fly before ; 
But much more wonder when we hear, 
In what melodious notes you break the tunefull air : 
Yet did thy numbers onely tell 
What youth at \(emea, Piſa did excel ; 
Had ALBEMARLE been cre among 
The deathleſs ſubjects, of thy winged ſong ; 
Thou'dſt held Iſmenus ſtream with far more ſweet delay ; 
: Nay thou hadſt forc'd thy airy way, 
Above the happy manſions of Eternal Day. 


(1l.) 
Beauteous Albion | happy Iſle! 


On whom kind Heavens ever ſmile, 
Faireſt ſpot of all below ! 
Of all cold Neptunes arms around do flow, 
Great Parent of Great Arts, and Men! 
When did any Hero, when 
Any ſo Illuſtrious ſhine, 
Beauteous Albion | of thine , 
Quickly His active Soul attain'd its prime, 
Too ſwift for the dull meaſurer Time ; 
None ere ſo ſoon Virtues fair race begun, 
None ere the prize ſo carly won; 


Ualeſs the filver-footed Theti Son; 
Llaleſs 


a 
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(3) 


Unleſs the brave T heſſalian Boy, 
The future fate of perjur'd Try: 
Orre Rocks, which heightned by eternal Snow, 
Familiar with the Clouds did grow : 
O're ſavage Vales the ſporting Youth would go: 
He toy'd with Pain, with Danger playd, 
And Death His recreation made : 
Should ſome fierce Beaſt, who long did reign, 
The dreaded Monarch of the netghbouring Plain, 
Should it by chance but ſtrike His eye; 
Forth the ſwikt-footed Youth did fly, 
With His young foot his neck He preſt, 
With His young hands He rent che Beaſt, 
In vain he ſtrove, In vain did roar; 
In vain the ſenſeleſs Earth he tore; 
With dreadfull pleaſure the bold 'Youth would ſmile, 
And to His frighted Guardian panting bear the ſpoil. 


CUI.) 


To ALBEMARLE bring back thy wandring ſong, 
To ALBEMARLE the Great, the Valiant, & the Young: 
In whom moſt diſtant Virtues are, 
In whom with mingled grace appear, 
The ſoftneſs of mild Peace, and fierceneſs of rough War : 
Good, Loyal, Bounteous, Hoſpicable, Brave, 
Yet not the Courts, nor Fortunes ſlave ; 
So Good, (o eaſie of acceſs, 
His height but makes Him ſeem the leſs ; 


B None 


(4) 


None e're ſo much Himſelf conceal'd, 
From thoſe His converſation held, 
None ere ſo ſecretly excelld: 

Whilſt with delight inſenſible they grew; - 

And ſcarce the preſent bleſſing knew : 
So when the Earth ſwelling with humble pride, 
Its well diſſembled height would hide ; 
To the pleas'd Traveller no riſe appears, 
* When He walks wrapt in Clouds, Companion of the Stars. 
So Bounteous ; His Plenty was not given 
With greater caſineſs by willing Heaven, 
Then the large-hearted Youth beſtows, 
Then it to wanting Virtue flows, 

So Hoſpitable ; Fove himſelf ne're found 
Plenty, with greater Freedom crown'd, 
When He vouchſafes to be a Gueſt, 

Ar ſome juſt, blameleſs Ethiopians Feaſt. 
"Twas His Great Fatue « cleard our Earth, 

Of evry peſtilent birth ; 
But '*tis He paſt Virtues rough ſtreight, 
And her non ultra fixt unpaſſable by Fate. 


CIV.) 


How did our wretched Iſland labour ! How 
Sedition did all o'reflow ! 


Like ſome enraged Torrent whoſe Impetuous courſe 
Diſdains the mean reftraint of mortal force ; 


In 


(5) 
In yain the Woods, the Rocks reſiſt:ini vain, 
While he o're all does Vitor reign, - - 
And meditates deſtruction to the Plain, : : : 
Onely in diſmal noiſe the rebel Waves apres; - 
And carry war, not-tribute to the Sea. © + 
Twas ALB EMARLEE did firſt oppoſe its way, 
'T was He did the loud ruine ſtay; 
How did it ſhrink! How did ic all! 
Its ſcatter'd waters homeward call, 
And in the deep, low channel, of Obedience fall. 
How did the abject Many fear ! 
When ALBEMARLE did firſt appear, 
When He life up His awtull head, 
All ſtorms of Mutiny fled, 
Religions airy blaſts did ceaſe, 
And the calm Multitude lid genily into Peace. 


oO . 
As the bleſt Sun doth his fair beams diſplay, 


When with returning light, 
From the cold Pole he diſfipates the winter, and the nighe. 
Shedding kind heat, and doubling day ; 
Such did our much-wiſhd CHAR LES return, 
With ſuch mild Influence, ſuch gentle Luſtre burn. 
Like the fair dawn to His bright day, 
Like the fair Star which did prepare its way, 
The comly'ſt of the fires above, 
The beauteous Fayourite of the Queen of Love; 


Bz Such 


(6) 
Such-thy Gzzar Fartus x: ſhone, 
Conſpicyous even in CHAR LES's noon, 
Then did each gentle Muſe take wing, 
( For He-che Ayes too ſet free, 
From Ignorances ſlavery : 
More ſhall they ow to His Poſterity. ) 

And of much-ſufftering (þarles, of Charles triumphant ſing. 

And fo they ſung, as when above, 


Their numbers charm'd retutning Fore, 
When the bold Sons of Earth, to Hell were driven, 
By the Greaa ALBEMARLE of Heaven. 


VI.) 


How much do we of Thy Great Far us = ſee, 
God-like ALBEMARLE in Thee; 
Tha now aſcrib'd to the bleſt Gods above, 
He drinks Immortal Nectar, with Immortal Fore ; 
Yet could not envious Death prevail, 
Hereditary Worth ſhould fail, 
Soon didſt Thou fill His place, ſon Thou 
Didſt Thy great Lineage ſhow : 
While He like Yirgils ſacred Bough, 
Ths pluck'd by Fate, ſtill His rich line does hold; 
And ſtill ſurvives in Thy ſucceeding gold. 
With Thee our pious Pr1w cs ſecure ſhall go, 
By Monſters worſe than thoſe below, 


Monſters, which from the lees of Peace, and dregs oth 
(Rabble grow. 


With 


IS 
With Thee ſecure His courſe ſhall take; 
By the reviving Ehdra of the Leman lake. 
Free from Furits tho th' agree, 
From the Briareaz Many tree, 
No harm from thence His height invades, 
With His own light He dulfipates thoſe empty ſhades : 
'Till He ( bur late, late let it be!) ſhall come 
To the bleſt Exim, 
'Till He ſhall reach the Happy Quire ; 
And there conſult our Good, there with His Martyr'd Sire. . 


| (VII) 


But who ſhall now beſt o're the Muſes reign, 
Whoſe Empire will toe they diſdain, 
Tis ALBEMARLE, is He alone, 
Who all His Great Fore-Fathers, Greater has outgon ; 
Tis He, the God-like He, 
Shall hold the «Muſes Monarchy : 
For who ſo ſoon, for who ſo young, 
Who ſhall ſo much, folate, ſo long, 
Give deathleſs matcer'to the Muſes $ Song. 
How wuch thoſe Arts to Him ſhall ow ! 
Which with His Fathers Victories did grow, 
How much the Muſes flouriſh too ! 
The with Ambiguous Ills beſet, 
Sullen Perverſcoels, unricate Deceit, 
From Double Rome, from Dull (Jeneva threat, 
Their innocent, and humble Seat : 
[oo #. C This 


(8) 


This peacefull Calm portends the War, 
This too ſtill Silence ſhows it near, 
As if they onely would the ſignal hear : 
So when two Clouds their diſmal ſhock prepare, 
Oa the vaſt plains oth» gloomy Air, 
A ſudden ſilence damps the World below, 
Onely the frighted Winds through every Grove, 
In diſtant hollow murmurs, or dry whiſtlings move ; 
And Natures ſelf, ſome fear does ſeem to ſhow. 
Yer ſhall no Thunder e're the Muſes peace invade, 
Beneath your Lawrells happy ſhade; 
While they through You ſweet, ſoft repoſe enjoy ; 
You ſhall cheir choiceſt Verſe employ, 
Thy Virtues their immortal ſubject be, 
While vocal Cam flows all to Thee. 


VIII.) 


Great the alliance is of Wit and Arms, 
The Muſe the Warrior to juſt Valour warms , 
Numbers do firſt the Soul engage, 
Then temper, and rebate its rage : 
The Grecian Youth had Plough'd in vain 
The ſurges of the untry'd Main 
Had not Sweet Orpheus charm'd the Noble Train: 
'Twas He their active ſpirits did raiſe, 
( For well tun'd Souls a part in conſort bear, 
And ſtrike themfelves the Note they hear ; 
Nor wonder iv: they ſo agree 
For Souls themſelves are harmony ) 
And 


(9) 


And what he beſt inſpir'd beſt did praiſe. 
She whom in ſome exalted chought,- 
Fove on his teeming Brain begot : 
And thence preſides o're Mortal Wit below, 
Ore gentle Arts, which from ſoft Peace do flow , 
Yet She the fatal ſpear does weild, 
Yet bears the Perrifying Shield ; 
Nay did ſo brave, ſo valiant prove, 
She ev'n in Heaven did envy move, 


When She ſecur'd the doubtfull Throne of Fove. 


CIX.) 


Vain were all Worth, all Virtue yain, 
Should Lifes poor circle the ſhort good contain, 
Should it like us too die, 
Like us too unregarded, undiſcover'd lie ; 
Yet would it die, ygt would decay, 
Yer like us too would miekt away. 
Did not the Muſes tunefull breath 
Raiſe equal to the Gods immortal Man, 
© "Exempt from Chance, ſecure of Death, 
Stretch to Eternity his wretched ſpan, 
And envy him to the ſhades beneath : 
Much Virtue was there, many Actions done 
Actions worthy of renown ; 
E-re ſcorched Xanthus purple flood, 
Vainly Great Peleus greater Son withſtood, 


Yet are not they, nor are their actors known ; 


C2: They 


(10) 
They and cheir-actors both forgotten flow , 


Where dull Oblivion drags its lazy ſtream below : 


For they no Muſe, no living Adyſe did know. 
Some happy Favourite of the Nine, 
Some Spencer, Cowley, Dreyden ſhall be Thine : 
( Happy Bards whoerſt did dream, 
Near thy own Cam's inſpiring ſtream : ) 
He midſt the records of immortal Fame, 
He midſt the Starrs ſhall fix Thy Name, 
The Maſes ſafety, and the Muſes Theam. 
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